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A NEW JACK ARMSTRONG ADVENTURE 




— ^M 



ABOARD THE 5TREAMUNER- 



Tr,E PAINTING IN THAT 
iHOCK- PROOF, BOX IS 
INSURED " 




SPEAKING OF PAY DAY ; EZRA GAINE5 PROMISED 
TO BUY A NEW FLUOROSCOPE FOR VIC HARDY'S 
LAB IF WE DELIVER THIS PAINTING SAFELY 
TO CHICAGO. 




WONDER IF VIC'S HAVING 
ANY LUCK TRACKING DOWN 
THOSE ART THIEVES GAINES 
S SO SCARED OF ? J> >**" 
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IT'S FROM 
VIC 



'& 



&***&& 






*S^v 






r/ 




BUT AS THE 
TRAIN 
HIGHBALLS 
TOWARD THE 
SWITCHING 
POINT, A 
WESTBOUND 
EXPRESS 
ROARS 
DOWNGRADE 
LIKE A 
375 -TON 
THUNDERBOLT- 
CONVERGING 
ON THE 
SAME POINT! 





SPLIT -SEC0ND5 BEFORE THE WESTBOUND 
EXPRESS ROARS BY, THE ARMORED TRAIN- 
CROSSES THE SWITCHING POINT, AND - 




JACK STARTS THE SEARCH FOB THE SABOTAGED RAIL. 



THESE DETECTOR -CARS 
COME IN MIGHTy HANDY - 
THEY SEND OUT ELECTRICAL 
WAVES THAT PICK UP 
EVERy HAIRLINE FLAW' 




THE GETAWAY CAR CAREENS CRAZILY IN A 
DESPERATE ATTEMPT TO SHAKE OFF PURSUIT- 



-AND SLOWLY BEGINS TO PULL A WAY PROM THE 
■ SMALLER CAR, WHEN SUDDENLY- * 
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UNIVERSITY Of KENTUCKY 



VOTED mn PLAYER OF THE 
YEAR BY FOREMOST COACHES 
AND SPORTS WRITERS, RALPH 
BEARD IS RATED ONE OF THE 
SPEEDIEST COURTMEN IN THE 
COUNTRY. IN HIS FIRST YEAR 
OF COLLEGE BASKETBALL, 
RALPH ''RAN AWAY WITH ALL- 
SOUTHEASTERN HONOR5 BY 
SCORING 27R POINTS ON ill 
FIELD GOAL5 AND 51 FREE 
THROWS. IT IS SIGNIFICANT 
OF BEARD'5 GREAT DEFENSIVE 
ABILITY THAT HE IS ALWAYS 
ASSIGNED TO GUARD THE 
MOST DANGEROUS OFFENSIVE 
PLAYER OF THE OPPOSING 
TEAM. HE HAS SPARKED H@ 
TEAM TO VICTORY IN SEVERAL 
COURT GAMES AT MADISON 
SQUARE GARDEN. 





RALPH'S HIGH SCHOOL RECORD PROVES 
HIS ABILITY: AS CAPTAIN AND GUARD 
IN HIS SENIOR VEAR AT MALE HIGH, 
LOUISVILLE, HE SCORED 503 POINTS. 
HE WAS NAMED ALL-KENTUCKY GUARD 
IN HIS UUNIOR AND SENIOR YEARS. 
WHEN HIS TEAM WON THE KENTUCKY 
STATE CHAMPIONSHIP OF THE WM-M5 
SEASON, BEARD SCORED IH POINTS TO 
CAPTURE TOP -SCORING HONORS IN THE 
INDIANA -KENTUCKY ALL- 5TAR GAM& 
RALPH STANDS 5-H AND TIPS THE 
SCALES AT IG8 POUNDS. ' 
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AWARD 



Based on information 

from the American 

Red Cross 



JAMES W. (J.W.) THOMPSON of LeGrand, Cali- 
fornia, saved, his twelve-year-old brother, Duane, 
from electrocution by a high-voltage wire. The JACK 
ARMSTRONG ADVENTURE MAGAZINE takes 
pride in presenting "J.W." the medal illustrated 
above engraved with his name and the date of his 
act of heroism. He will also be privileged to choose 
a shut-in youngster who will receive a free one-year 
subscription to this magazine. 

"J.W." received his Red Cross First Aid Certificate 
in December. 1945. Two years later, the lessons he 
learned in achieving that Certificate helped him save 
the life of his brother, Duane, as the youngster lay 
unconscious on the ground, clutching a roll of wire 
attached to a kite that had become entangled in a 
high-voltage wire .... 




It all began in the 
Thompson's back yard 
when young Duane 
was flying his kite . . . 



THIS IS 







STRADDLING HIS BROTHER'S U NCONSCIOUS BOD); 
'J.W.'" FOUGHT FOR A LIFE! 






AND SO, 
FOR HIS 
SKILL AND 
COURAGE, 
JAMES "J.W." 
THOMPSON 
RECEIVES 
THIS MONTH'S 
JACK 

ARMSTRONG 
ALL-AMERICAN 
AWARD I 





,*.f DID YOU GET THE 

I LICENSE NUMBER OF THE 
il HIT-AND-RUN CAR, 
V MR. AMES ? 



NO, BUT IT WAS 

A '47 SEDAN THAT 

STRUC< MY BOX 



: ,:. 
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PARTICLES OF CHIPPED PAINT 
FROM A DENTED FENDER MAY BE 
FOUND ON THE VICTIM'S CLOTHES. 

I MUSTN'T OVERLOOK ANY CLUES. 




HELLO, FOLEY! HELLO, 
ATKINS! HOPE YOU'VE 
FOUND SOMETHING FOR 

ME TO WORK ON. 




TIRE MARKS. 630D! 
i'LL MAKE A PLASTER 
CA5T OF THE TREAD 






AND THEY FORGED 
THAT REGISTRATION 
CERTIFICATE FROM A 
BLANK, CHIEF. 




THE GLASS FOUND 
AT THE SCENE MATCHES 
PERFECTLY THE PIECES 
FROM THE SHATTERED 
HEADLAMP. 



AND YOUR CAST 
SHOWS THE EXACT 
PATTERN OF THE TIRE 
TREADS. BUT WHAT, 
ABOUT THE LICENSE 
PLATES, VIC ? 



THIS IS A COMPOSITE, 
MADE BY WELDING 
THREE SECTIONS 
OF PLATES'. 





NEXT 
ISSUE, VIC 
HARDY 
SOLVES 
THE CASE 
OF THE 
RED-HEADED 
HI-JACKER! 



VIC HARDY'S 

so\ve' 




"Criminals think that nothing offers as good protection against ar- 
rest as a perfect alibi. What do you think? If you were accused of a 
crime you knew nothing about, would you make up an alibi, refuse to 
answer questions, or admit that you could not remember where you 
were when the crime was committed? 

"To illustrate my point, let's take the case of three suspects who 
were turned over to me for questioning about the holdup of a jewelry 
store. Detectives had.worked for three months on the case but had 
uncovered little evidence. 

"Each of the three suspects had served a prison sentence for a simi- 
lar robbery. In general appearance each suspect fitted the description 
given by the jewelry store clerks of the masked bandit-height about 
five feet-eight, weight about one hundred fifty pounds, and dark hair. 
Any one of the three could have been guilty ." 



The only elues I had to work on were the 
time of the robbery-2:35 on a Saturday 
-and a vague description of the robber. 



Burnt, the first tuspect I questioned, told 
me, "Sure, I remember the date. My wife 
was operated on for appendicitis. I was 
•t the hospital from noon till nine P. M." 




Carter remembered everything,. "I slept till 
noon, had breakfast in a diner, got a shave 
in a barber shop, played billiards with 
three pals, then took my gal to a show." 



Which of the three men did I immediately 

iUipBct? And wkw? ' 



aspect? And why? 



Drako wat nervous and sullen. I told him, 
'Your rogues' gallery photos were shown 
to the jewelry clerks. You'd better talk, 
Broke, or jt will go hard with you." 



n 



Drake whined, "It was three months ago, 
Mister Hardy! I can't remember where I 
was that afternoon! I might have been 
working in a lumber yard 1 forget." 
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JUST NAME YOUR 6IKE / 

FOLLOW IASY CONTEST RULIS. Pick a name for the bike you 
hope to win. You might choose the name "Red Racer" or 
"Road Champ." (Just examples, of course.) It's easy. It's 
fun. You'll think of many names. First name that pops into 
your head may win you a genuine Columbia bicycle! 1,000 
new 1948 models offered in this sensational prize contest. 



I.OOO CHANCES TO WIN / 

SEND SEVERAL ENTRIES. Eat lots of Wheaties. "Breakfast of 
Champions." with milk and fruit. Include one Wheaties boxtop 
with each "Name-Your-Bike" entry. All entries must be post- 
marked by midnight Feb. 29, 1948. Hurry 1 Jot down some 
names right now I Mail an entry today! Now I 



1*3/ 
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EASY NEW WHEATIES CONTEST RULES: 



1 . Name the bike you hope to win. Print the name. Add your own 
name and complete address. Attach a Wheaties boxtop. Mail to 
Wheaties, Box No. 1300C , Minneapolis, Minn. 2. Enclose a Wheaties 
boxtop with each entry. 3. All entries must be p 'itmarked by 
midnight, Feb. 29, received by March 22, 1948. 4. F&tries judged 
on originality, uniqueness and suitability. Decision of three judges 
— faculty members of U. of Minn. — final. Duplicate prises In cas# 
of ties. 5. Entries become property of General Mills. None will b« 
returned. 6- Contest open to all residents of U . 8.. 
its territories and possessions, except em- 
ployees and families of employees of General 
Mills, Inc., Westfield Mfg. Co.. and their 
advertising agencies. 

;30 days after closing date, complete list of 
winners' names will be forwarded upon re- 
ceipt of stamped self addressed envelops 
mailed to General Mills. Dept.480, at 623 
Marquette, Minneapolis 2. Minn. 

"Wbtstlts" sod "BreilcfsM •/ Ch»mpion«" s*e 
Hfkwrtd trsdsmtrksof Gsosrsl Mill*, las. 




I enclose 

for the Columbia bicycle 




WHEATIES, I mail today/ 

BOX 1300C, MP1S., MINN. 

, enclose one Wheaties boxtop. The name I ehoo* jUp 
I'L Columbia bicycle I hope to win ... 



BIKE NAMEi.«..A««aBD6sao«^««c»«s ; 
My Name — — 



Street Address. 



City. 



State — 



Check model you 
When writing to advertisers, pleat* emtfes JACK ARMSTRONG. 



IMPORTANT: } Q 01RL /S(Teal Blue) 

r«*.~.* model vou want: U BOY &<er«gi« ~ 
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ON A DARING MISSION TO AFRICA TO OBTAIN 
MOTION PICTURES OF A STRANGE TRIBE OF 
LEOPARD MEN, JACK LEARNS THAT THE SODIUM 
MINE -FROM WHICH FRIENDLY NATIVES GET 
THEIR LIFE-GIVING SUPPLV OF SALT— HAS 
I MYSTERIOUSLY BEEN ROBBED OF ITS PRECIOUS 
9 MINERALS, NOW, AS JACK AND- HIS FRIENDS 
PENETRATE TO THE FORBIDDEN LAND OF 
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I'M AFRAID THIS 

IS THE 
END OF THE 
LINE, ARMSTRONG. 



xvtt 



>^ 



V 



7 



v 



i^ 



*^i 



*;v 



■5. 



,/, 



7 






r=r* frPfn 



M 



>^~%U 



EOC'i 



■ 



■ t 



:i ,« 



•■■ 






END OF THE 
LINE? tyUK DO 
VOU MEAN-, 
SCHROEDER? 



THE MEDICINE MAN REFUSES TO SET 
FOOT IN THE LAND OF THE LEOPARD 
MEN. ..AND THAT GOES FOR ME, TOO! 
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ON A DARING MISSION TO AFRICA TO OBTAIN 
MOTION PICTURES OP A STRANGE TRIBE OF 
LEOPARD MEN, JACK LEARNS THAT THE SODIUM 
MINE -FROM WHICH FRIENDLY NATIVES GET 
THEIR LIFE-GIVING SUPPLY OF SALT— HA5 
MYSTERIOUSLY BEEN ROBBED OF ITS PRECIOUS 
MINERALS. NOW, AS JACK AND HIS FRIENDS 
PENETRATE TO THE FORBIDDEN LAND OF 
THE LEOPARD MEN... f 



» >\ 



( 



V 



\ 






"**?& 



'vHH' 



END OF THE 

LINE? W(HAT DO 

VOU AAEAhf, 

8CHROEDER? 



THE MEDICINE MAN REFUSES TO SET 
FOOT IN THE LAND OF THE LEOPARD 
MEN.. .AND THAT GOES FOR ME, TOO! 
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WHEN YOU'VE LIVED IN AFRICA A5 
LONG AS r HAVE,MIS5 FAIRFIELD, yOU'LL 
GAIN A HEALTHY RESPECT FOR 
50 -CALLED BLACK MA6IC. 



BUT 5URELY VOU'RE 
NOT SUPERSTITIOUS, 

MR. SCHROEDER! 






AFTER A HURRIED CONFERENCE WITH UNCLE JIM, JACK 
ANNOUNCES THAT HE AND BILLY WILL PUSH ON ALONE AS 

rSn S A A fi A =S,r^ RT a t! ACK T0 THE MIUTARV BA9E, THE 
TWO AMERICANS BEGIN THE DIFFICULT UOUGNEY UPSTREAM 




WE'LL CUT PEEP-HOLES 
FOR OUR CAMERAS AMD GET 
SOME TERRIFIC SH0T5 OF 
THE CEREMONV. 




AS THE LEOPARD MEW HURL THEMSELVES INTO THEIR 
EERIE C EREMONIAL DANCE , JACK IS DLWFOUNDED TO 
SEE... — ■ 





NOT AT ALL, MY STUP'D 
FRIEND. NOW THAT I CONTROL 
EVERY OUNCE OF 90DIUM 
IN THIS REGION- 1 ALSO 

CONTROL THE NATIVES... 




...AND SO r WILL COMPEL THEM TO PAY 
FOR . THE 5ALT THEy MUST HAVE TO LIVE- 
IN DIAMONDS, RUBIES AND OTHER PRECIOUS 
STONES OF THE REGION! CLEVER, EH? 







VOL! MADE JUST ONE MISTAKE, 
PROFESSOR. WHILE POSING AS 
OUR" GUIDE, YOU WARNED US TO 
BEWARE OF TIGERS... 



SULLENLY PROTEUS CONFESSES 
THAT HE KILLED AND TOOK 
THE PLACE OF SCHROEDER, 
THE GUIDE, WHO HAD BEEN 
CONSPIRING WITH THE 
LEOPARD MEN TO GAIN 
CONTROL OF THE 5ALT 
DEPOSIT. SO CLEVER WAS 
HIS DISGUISE THAT NOT EVEN 
SCHROEDER'S GANG KNEW 
THE REAL 5CHROEDER WAS 
DEAD AND THAT PROTEUS 
WA6 TAKING HIS PLACE! 



...BUT THERE ARE HO TIGERS 
IN AFRICA! THEY'RE AN ASIATIC 
SPECIES... AND THAT'S HOW VOU 
TIPPED ME OFF VOU WERE * 
FAKER... AND THAT'S WHV I SENT 
UNCLE JIM BACK TO THE 
POST FOR THE MILITIA i 




THE teem mnTES 



By CHARLES SPAIN VERRAL 

Author ol "Miracle Quarterback" 



Big Sam couldn't stand a show-off . . . and then 
along came Frenchy, the flashiest, brassiest 
hockey player Marlboro High ever had I 




FOR two straight years, Big 
Sam Coulter had been captain 
of the Marlboro High hockey 
team. He was the top goal-getter, 
the play-maker, the wizard of the 
ice lanes. The local paper publish- 
ed pictures of him in action and 
devoted columns to his brilliant 
rink work. Even Coach Dodson 
gave him credit for winning the 
1945-46 league championship. 

Yes, Big Sam was Marlboro's 
star, all right and nobody thought 
of questioning that fact until 
Frenchy La Pointe came along. 

In contrast to Sam's massive 
blondness, Frenchy was slim and 
undersized, with a shock of blue- 
black hair that fell in a fringe 
over his forehead. He had a fast 
tamper and a faster smile. He 
was Sam's . opposite in almost 
every way. And from the very 
moment they met, they clashed. 

It happened one blustery after- 
noon in December shortly after 
Frenchy had moved to town and 
entered Marlboro High as a 
sophomore. Sam was helping 
(jpach Dodson put the squad 
tnrough the first practice session 
when Frenchy wandered over. As 
Sam pau#ed for a moment against 
the side boards, Frenchy spoke: 
"Pardon, but I see you have 
the hockey team here," he said 
with a marked French-Canadian 
accent. "I would ver' much like 
to play." 

Sam regarded the sophomore 
coldly. "You have to be big and 
tough and able to skate to make 
this team," he said brusquely. 
"You're too small. Try the juniors. 
You might have a chance there." 
Frenchy's dark eyes flashed. 
"In Canada we play real hockey. 
Not this shinny!" He gestured 
toward the rink. 

Sap's eyebrows lowered No- 
body around Marlboro had ever 
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spoken to him like that. This little 
upstart had to be put in his place. 
"All right, wise guy," he said, 
purposely making his voice loud 
enough for Coach Dodson and 
the whole gang to hear. "If you're 
so good, get out there and show 
us how to play." 

Frenchy made a little bow. "I 
t'ank you for the invitation. I go 
get my skates." 

Fifteen minutes later, Frenchy 
was back in full hockey uniform. 
And no sooner had he stepped on 
the ice than Big Sam regretted 
his challenge. Frenchy could skate 
like a breeze. Furthermore, he 
had magic in his stick. At the 
beginning of practice, Frenchy 
stole the puck right off Sam's 
stick and sped through the entire 
first team to score. 

"Lucky," Sam muttered. 
"Wait'll I put the heat on him. 
He'll crack!" 

But Frenchy didn't crack. In- 
stead, he broke up every attack 
Sam started. He even stepped in- 
to the big right winger with such 
a perfectly timed hip check that 
Sam. was sent sprawling to the 
ice. An amused snicker swept the 
squad as Sam climbed awkwardly 
to his feet, anger boiling inside 
him. Through the rest of the 
workout, Sam tried hard to nail 
Frenchy. But the little Canadian 
was always able to slip out of his 
reach and take the puck with 
him. By the time the practice 
game ended, Sam was fit to be 
tied. Later, in the locker room, 
it didn't help matters to hear the 
fellows talking excitedly about 
Frenchy — and how he'd be the 
perfect man for left wing. 

The newcomer had shown up 
well in practice, Sam grudgingly 
admitted to himself. But he was 
just a flash. He'd never be a first- 
team player. He'd blow up under 



Once, whan he sank a long fluky ihot 
from the blue line, he lifted hie itick 
high and gave it a big Gallic kiss. 

fire in the opening game of the 
season against River Academy. 
And that was something Sam 
couldn't wait to see. 

But again Frenchy crossed Sam 
up. The bright lights of the Marl- 
boro Arena and the packed stands 
seemed to stimulate him. He was 
here, there, everywhere, checking 
like a demon and continually out- 
guessing the enemy's defense. 
And through it all he grandstand- 
ed unmercifully. He brazenly 
taunted the River team. He bow- 
ed low to the shouting fans after 
he'd razzle-dazzled a showy goal 
to tie up the game. 

Late in the third period, it was 
Sam's bullet drive that put Marl- 
boro into the win column. But 
the roar of applause was cut 
short by Frenchy's deliberately 
grabbing the spectators' attention 
by mixing it up with a River de- 
fenseman. After the game every- 
body was laughing and talking 
about the antics of the Canadian. 
Sam walked home alone, his 
thoughts bitter. He wasn't envi- 
ous. He was just sorry that the 
school had fallen for- a lot of 
cheap dramatics. But it wouldn't 
last. They'd soon see Frenchy for 
the phony glory-grabber he really 
was. And the crowd would be 
back rooting as it always had for 
the real Marlboro star — Sam. 

But the next game, against 
Temple, was a repetition of the 
first. Frenchy was flashier and 
even more daring. Once, when he 
sank a long fluky shot from the 
blue line, he lifted his stick high 
and gave it a big Gallic kiss. 

The spectators ate it up and 
yipped for more. Oh, sure, they 
let Sam have a big Boom-rah! 
Boom-rah! as his reward for 
pounding -in a goal. But it was 
nothing as compared with the ap- 
plause Frenchy got when he took 




*. He even stepped Into the big right winger 

„. £ wi,h 8uch « perfectly timed hip check 
"that Sam was sent sprawling to the ice. 






a perfect pass 'and notched the 
winning counter in the dying 
minutes of the game. Nobody 
seemed to notice that the pass 
had come from Sam. 

The next day the paper carried 
photographs of Frenchy. Under 
the headline, "MARLBORO'S 
NEW ACE SHINES," was an ac- 
count of the. game. The write-up 
was full of what "The Fighting 
Frenchman" had done. "The Cana- 
dian Cannonball" had practically 
won the tussle single-handed for 
good old Marlboro. There was 
scarcely a mention of Sam. 

Sam read the account, his face 
flushed. The school was treating 
this jerk Frenchy as if he were 
the Marlboro star. m Well, he'd 
spike the little braggart's guns if 
it was the last thing he ever did. 
There was a way to do it. The 
real school hero would be the 
player who won the Scott Cup — 
the trophy that was awarded an- 
nually to Marlboro's top goal- 
getter. Sam had taken the Cup 
last year and the year before . . . 
From then on, Sam concentrat- 
ed on scoring. He'd always be- 
lieved in the passing game, the 
shifting^ attack from one forward 
to anoWier with the puck going 
to the player in the best position 
to shoot. More than one of 
Frenchy's color-splashed goals 
had been due to Sam's play-mak- 
ing. But all that was over. 

In the game against Glenville, 
Sam played a lone hand — and it 
worked. Three goals came off his 
stick. Yet somehow, before the 
final gong sounded, Frenchy had 
duplicated his feat. The following 
week at Stowe, the same thing 
happened. And Sam' began to sus- 
pect that Frenchy was wise. 

Later in the Jocker room, 
Frenchy walked over to Sam. "I 
hear somethings about this Scott 
Cup," he said with a grin. "You 
win eet for two year, eh Sam? 
An' if you win eet once more you 
get it for keeps, eh? Well, I am 
ver' sorree. Maybe IcPlay only 
good enough for the juniors. But 
this year / win the Cup. I score 
more goals. You wait an' see." 

The fellows laughed at Frenchy, 
as they always did. Sam strode 
off. All his anger, his resentment, 
turned to cold rage. 

And if he had concentrated on 
goals before, he became doubly 
determined now. He was blind to 
Frenchy's flashy dramatics, deaf 

34 



to the applause that continually 
came the Canadian's way. In three 
straight games he ran up a lead 
of four goals over Frenchy. 

Coach Dodson saw what was 
happening and did his best to 
break it up. He called Sam in. He 
tried to show him that his scor- 
ing obsession was wrecking the 
team . . . that the squad was 
floundering without a leader. But 
Sam's mind was fixed rigidly on 
only one thing, and Coach Dod- 
son's words had no effect. 

The race for the Scott Cup be- 
came the talk of the school. 
Through January, through Feb- 
ruary, Sam doggedly held the 
lead, fighting harder during every 
game. Then, finally, there was 
only one scheduled game left — the 
return game against Temple High. 
And suddenly Sam realized that 
Frenchy had caught up with him 
— that they each had a total of 
forty goals. 

The Temple game would be the 
pay-off. Whoever came through 
as high scorer would win the glit- 
tering Scott Cup. Temple was 
noted for its stonewall defense. 
Yes, it would 'be tough for him — 
and for Frenchy, too. 

On the night of the big game, 
the Temple team played hard de- 
fensive hockey, smearing every 
Marlboro attack before it could 
get started. Sam tried time and 
again to break away — to get a 
clean shot at their goal. But he 
couldn't shake off the enemy 
checkers. 

Nor was Frenchy having any 
better Yuck. All through the first 
period and well into the second, 
the Temple forward line had him 
handcuffed. The huge crowd that 
jammed the arena began shouting 
for action, for goals. It did little 
good. At the end of the second 
frame, the score was still tied 0-0! 
When Sam went out to the rink 
for the last period, his nerves 
were on edge. He called on all his 
hockey knowledge. But the Tem- 
ple forwards hung on like leeches. 
Even Frenchy's speed was getting 
him nowhere. Once, twice, three 
times, he ripped through the Tem- 
ple line-up only to have the goalie 
turn him aside. And Sam breath- 
ed easier. If the, game had to be 
won by a goal from Frenchy, he'd 
rather lose it . . . 

The big black hand of the in- 
dicator was moving steadily 
around the dial. Fifteen minutes 



of playing time left. Ten minutes. 
Then five! 

A wave of desperation engulfed 
Sam. He was winded and tired 
and his legs had a strange tremb- 
ly feeling. He was almost at the 
end of his rope. But he couldn't 
let down now. He had to score! 

Then the break came. The 
Temple team, suddenly reversing 
its strategy, went on the offen- 
sive. Three abreast, the enemy 
forward line streaked up the rink, 
carrying the disk. Sam, watching 
the puck carrier, saw him glance 
guardedly at his left wing. 

Sam knew what was coming. 
Even as the puck left the Temple 
player's stick in a pass, Sam had 
flung himself forward. He inter- 
cepted the pass and was away in 
a shower of scraped ice before the 
enemy knew what had happened. 
An hysterical roar came from the 
crowd. With the Temple forwards 
left stranded in Marlboro terri- 
tory, there were only the defense 
and the goalie to beat! 

Savage elation surged through 
Sam. This was his big chance. If 
he didn't get a goal now, he'd 
have no other opportunity. He 
lifted his head and caught a 
glimpse of Frenchy, who had 
shaken himself free and was skat- 
ing like mad down the left boards. 
Sam's mouth tightened. Frenchy 
couldn't expect him to pass. He 
was trying to chisel in on the play 
in the hope of banging in the re- 
bound from Sam's shot. Well, he 
wouldn't get a chance. This drive 
was going to hit the nets! 

Sam put extra speed into his 
flashing skates. Dead ahead, the 
two burly Temple defensemen 
were crowded together, crouched 
down, waiting. They were concen- 
trating on him, ignoring Frenchy. 
They knew about the feud and 
figured they didn't have to worry 
about a pass. 

Sure, it'd be easy to cross them 
up. Slip back the puck to Frenchy 
and they'd be caught cold. But 
hand Frenchy the Scott Cup on a 
silver platter? Nothing doing! 

Last year it was different. Last 
year Sam had been a team player. 
Anything for the school. Anything 
to win. But now he was looking 
out for Sam Colter. 

The big Marlboro captain rock- 
eted across the blue line, his face 
grim. He saw that the defense- 
men were ready; behind them 
{Continued on pageAS ) 
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THE TEAM MATES 

(Continued from page 34) 
was the goalie, his eyes riveted 
on Sam and Sam alone. The shot 
would have to be good. 

But what if he failed ? What if 
he fluffed the drive? 

In that fleeting second, time 
seemed to stand .still. Frenchy 
was in position to score. Frenchy, 
the braggart, the show-off, the 
guy he'd been determined to beat. 
But Frenchy wore the Marlboro 
white and maroon. And one goal 
would win the" game no matter 
who sank it. 

Agony was on Sam's face as he 
tensed his wrists and pulled back 
his stick. Now it had to be. Now 
was the time for his shot. 

But he didn't shoot. With a 
lightning shift, he drilled the 
puck across the ice to Frenchy! 
Sam caught the look of utter 
confusion on the faces of the 
Temple defensemen as they fran- 
tically tried to cover Frenchy. 
But it was nothing as compared 
with the amazement of the Cana- 
dian. Pure instinct forced him to 
take the puck neatly on his stick. 
But he seemed stunned, unable to 
react to the opportunity there be- 
fore him. 

"Shoot!" Sam yelled. "Shoot!" 
Frenchy's momentary hesita- 
tion was giving the Temple goalie 
and the defense time to meet the 
new threat. Then Frenchy came 
to life. His gauntleted hands 
tightened on his stick. But in- 
stead of shooting, he careened 
straight for the defensemen. 
Sam gasped. The fool! He was 
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going to try to Score from close 
in! He'd never make it. Both de- 
fensemen were already charging 
him. They'd cut him down. 

But when Frenchy was barely 
a yard from the Temple rear 
guards, he suddenly dug in his 
skates. He stopped cold. His body 
bent. The puck left his stick. 
Sam's breath caught. The disc 
wasn't going in the direction of 
the goal! It was flying back to 
Sam where he stood forgotten, 
with the open net before him. 
. Frenchy had neatly sucked the 
defense out of position, had pull- 
ed the razzledazzle, the. old double- 
pass play! 

The puck slapped against Sam's 
blade. He took one short step, 
lowered his shoulder, and let her 
go. The rubber sizzled past the 
dazed goalie. It hit the netting 
and fell to the ice deep inside the 
goal. The red light flashed, and a 
second later the gong sounded. 
The game was over and won. 

Sam turned and skated me- 
chanically back toward center ice. 
The fans were tearing the arena 
apart. Newspapers and hats float- 
ed down on the rink. The Marl- 
boro players surged arround Sam, 
slapping him on the back and 
yelling. But Sam scarcely heard 
them. He had given Frenchy his 
big chance and, instead of taking 
it, the little Canadian had handed 
it right back to him. Sam had 
won the Scott Cup, as he had said 
he would. Only now, somehow it 
didn't seem to matter. 

Frenchy was in the locker room 
talking to Coach Dodson when 
Sam got there. Sam went up to 



him. He held 6ut his hand. 
"Thanks, Frenchy," he said. 

The Canadian grinned. "No! 
No! I t'ank you, Sam. When you 
make me the pass, I t'ink to my- 
self, 'This Sam, he sore at me. 
Still he hand me the puck.' I say 
to myself, 'Frenchy, you are the 
heel. This fella Sam he know 
more about the real game of 
hockey than you do.' Then I see 
those Temple fellas. They t'ink I 
going to shoot. They leave you 
exposed. 'Ho! Ho' I say. 'This is 
your chance, Frenchy!' Then I 
pass to you." 

"But the Cup?" Sam said. "You 
gave me the Scott Cup!" 

Frenchy shrugged. "You give 
me more. I am the Canadian. You 
the American. But that not mat- 
ter. We learn to play together. 
We play as the team, for the 
school — not for ourselves." . 

Coach Dodson looked from one 
to the other. "I think you fellows 
learned something tonight," he 
said quietly, "Something that the 
whole world should learn." 

Frenchy glanced up, his face 
brightening. "By Joe, yes!" he ex- 
claimed. You mean the United 
Nations, eet is like the hockey 
squad. Only the Russians, the 
English, the Americans, they 
each want to be the beeg star. 
Maybe soon they learn teamwork. 
Then there be no more fighting. 
No more war. That would be 
good, eh?" 

Coach Dodson put his arms 
around the boys' shoulders. "It 
would be more than, good, 
Frenchy," he said with deep feel- 
ing. "It would be perfect." 
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